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PREFACE. 


. ng deſign of the following' Selection is 

to render that part of Divine Worſhip, 
which is employed in giving praiſe and glory 
to God, more devout and more affecting. 
When the choice of the Pſalms is left to an 
individual, it is not always made with judg- 
ment; ſuch parts of them as are the leaſt ap- 
plicable to a chriſtian audience may be ſelected, 
while thoſe which are edifying, and caleuldied 
to raiſe pious affections in the heart, are ſome- 
times Fre over and Ad, i 


The Anger: and. propriety of Public Wor- 
ſhip is an object of high importance: it is, 
therefore, greatly to be lamented, that ſo eſſen- 
tial a part of it, as P/almody, which, when 
rightly performed, tends ſo much to raiſe true 
devotion, ſhould have fallen into negle& in 
the eſtabliſhed Church. It wan fenen 
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a very conſiderable part of the worſhip of the 
early Chriſtians, in which the whole Congre- 
gation, conſtantly joined. At preſent it is be- 
come too gemerally the cuſtom to leave the 
Singing of Praiſe to God to a few perſons only, 
who ſeem to perform it, more as a matter of 
entertainment to themſelves, than as a ſolemn 
act of Divine Worſhip. While the reſt of 


the Congregation appear not only unintereſted 


in this part of the Service, but are ſometimes 
| obſerved to behave, during that interval, in a 
manner very unbecoming the laced. . 
where they are aſſembled. 


The Authors, from whom theſe Plane and 
Hymns have been chiefly ſeleRed, are Addiſon, 
Watts, Merrick, Tate, Steele, &c. &c. and 
moſt of the Funes, here reeommended, may 
be found in a Collection made by S. Ad- 
dingion 


ee 14, 1800, 
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PSALM * 


LEST i is the man, whoſe virtuous ſteps 
No wicked counſels lead aſide: 

Who ſhuns the ſinner's path, nor fits 
Where God and goodneſs men deride; 
2 But on the laws divine his love 

Is plac'd, his ſoul's entire delight: 

On theſe his mind is fix'd by day, 

On theſe his wakeful thoughts by night. 
3 No croſs events ſhall blaſt his hopes, 

Nor ſpoil the pleaſures of his mind ; 
_ Whilſt the ungodly are dispers'd 

Like chaff by ev'ry ſtormy wind, 
4 God will reward the juſt men's works, 

As he approves the ways they tread ; 

But the ſmooth paths of ſinners, down 

To death and to deftruction lead. 


PSALM III, 
LORD, how many are my foes, 
In this weak ſtate of fleſh and blood! 
My peace they daily diſcompoſe; 
But my defence and hope is God. 
2 lir'd with the burdens of the day, 
To thee I rais'd an evening cry ; 
Thou heard'ſt, when I began to pray, 
And thine almighty help was nigh. 
3 2 


. „ 
3 ” Supported by thy heav 'nly aid, 
J laid me down and flept ſecure ; 
Not death could make-my heart afraid, 
| Though I ſhould wake and riſe no more. 


4 My God ſuſtain'd me all the night : 
Salvation doth to God belong; 
He rais'd my head, to ſee the light, 
And make his praiſe 0 n -fong. 


PSALM IV. 


131 * ht RD, thou wilt hear me when 1 pray; 
j I am for ever thine ; 5 
| I fear before thee all the day, 

2 Nor would I dare to fin. 


2 And while I reſt my weary head, 
From cares and buſineſs free; 

*Tis ſweet converſing on wy bed, 
With my own heart and thee. 
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3 1 pay this ev'ning ſacrifice ; 
. And when my work is done, 
Great God, my faith and hope relies 
On thy ſupport alone. 
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4 Thus, with my thoughts compos'd to peu 
I'll give mine eyes to ſleep; 

Thy hand in ſafety keeps my days, 
And will my llumbers CW 
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| PSALM V. 
7 Lv, hear the voice of my eren, 
Accept my ſecret prayer; | 
To thee alone, my King, my God, 
Will I for help repair. 


2 Thou in the morn my voice ſhalt hear, 
And with the dawning day, 
To thee devoutly I look ap, 
To thee devoutly pray. 
3 O may thy ſpirit guide my feet 
In virtue's happy way! 
Make ev'ry path of duty ſtraight, 
And teach me to obey. 


4 To them, who put their truſt in thee, 

Thy care thou wilt extend ; 7 

And with thy love the good and juſt, 
As with a ſhield, defend. 


PSALM VIII 
THOU, to whom all creatures bow 
Within this earthly frame, 
Through all the world how great art thoo ! 
How glorious is thy name! 


2 When heav'n, thy beauteous work on high, 
Employs my wond'ring fight, 
The moon, that nightly rules the ſky, 
With ſtars of feebler light : 


„ 
3 What's man, ſay I, that, Lord, thou lov'ſt 
| To keep him in thy mind! 
Or what his offspring, that thou prov'ſt 
To them ſo wond'rous kind! | 


4 Him next in power thou didſt create 

: To thy celeſtial train, | 
Ordain'd, with dignity and ſtate, 

Oeer all thy works to reign. 


5 O Thou, to whom all creatures bow | 
Within this earthly frame, 
Through all the world how great art thou! 
Haw glorious is thy name! 


PSALM IX. 
I 1 Hs celebrate thy praiſe, O Lord, 


I will my heart prepare; 
To all the liſt'ning world thy works, 
Thy wond'rous works declare. 


2 The thought of them ſhall to my ſoul 
Exalted pleaſures bring ; 
While to thy name, O Thou moſt high, 
Triumphant praife I ſing. | 


3 God is a conſtant ſure defence 
Againſt oppreſſing rage; 
As troubles riſe, his needful aids 
In our behalf engage. | 


66 90 
All thoſe, who have his goodneſs prov d, 
Will on his truth confide ; 
Whoſe mercy ne'er forſook the man, 
That on his help relied, 


5 Sing praiſes therefore to the Lord, 
From Sion his abode ; 
Proclaim his deeds, till all the world 
Confeſs no o other God. 


PSALM XIII. 


Hs lang ſhall I complain, like « one 
Whom God does never think upon ? 


Can I, while thou thy face doſt hide, 
Still wait and pray, and be denied? 


2 Shall I for ever be forgot, 
As one, whom thou regardeſt not? 
Still ſhall my ſoul thine abſence mourn, 
And ſtill deſpair of thy return? 


3 Hear, Lord, and grant me quick 0 
Before my death conclude my grief; 
And, by thy favour, diſſipate 
The darkneſs of my gloomy ſtate. 


4 Whate'er my fears or foes ſaggeſt, 
Thou art my hope, my joy, my reſt; 

My heart ſhall feel thy love, and raiſe 

My cheerful voice to ſongs of praiſe. 
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PSALM XV. 
3 who's the m man, that may 
To thy bleſt courts repair? 


Who to thy hill ſhall ſeek the way, 
And find acceptance there? 


2 Tis he, whoſe every thought and deed 
The law of virtue moves; 
Whoſe tongue is heard alone to ſpeak 
What firſt his heart approves. | \ 


3 Who never will a ſlander ſpread, 
His neighbour's fame to wound; 
Nor liſten to a falſe report, 
By malice whiſper'd round, 


4 Who vice, in all its pomp and power, 


Can treat with juſt neglect; 
And piety, though meanly clad, 
Religiouſly reſpect. 
PSALM XVI. 
OD is my portion, all my good 
From his rich mercy flows; 
And his kind providence ſecures 
The bleſſings he beſtows. | 
2 I ſet the Lord before my face, 
In him will I rejoice; | | 
My fleſh ſhall reſt in hope to riſe, 
Wak'd by his powerful voice, 


E. 
3 My ſpirit, Lord, thou wilt not leave 
In darkneſs or deſpair; bn 
Nor quit my body to the grave, 
To ſee corruption there. 


4 Thou wilt to me the paths reveal, 
Which to thy preſence lead ; 
Where pleaſures dwell for evermore, 
And joys that never fade. 
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7 PSALM XVIII. 
Ne change of times ſhall ever ſhock 
My firm affection, Lord, to thee ; 


For thou haſt always been a rock, 
A fortreſs and defence to me. 


2 Thou art my helper, O my God, 
My truſt is in thy mighty pow'r; 
Thou art my ſhield from foes abroad, 
At home my ſafeguard and my tow'r. 


3 To thee I will addreſs my prayer, 
To whom all praiſe we juſtly owe; 
So ſhall I, by thy watchful care, 

Be guarded from the treach'rous foe. 


4 To heav'n I made my mouraful prayer, 

To God addreſs d my humble moan ; 
Who graciouſly inclin'd his ear, 

And _—_ me from his lofty throne. 


. 
ty 
| 
I 
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| PSALM XIX. 


I 1 ſpacious firmament on high, 
With all the blue etherial fy, 
And ſpangl'd heav*ns, a ſhining frame, 
Their great Original proclaim. 


2 Th' unwearied/ ſun, from day to day, 
Doth his Creator's power diſplay, 
And publiſhes to ev'ry land, 

The work of an almighty hand, 


3 Soon as the ev'ning ſhades prevail, 


The moon takes up the wond'rous tale, 
And nightly to the liſt'ning earth 
Repeats the ſtory of her birth, 

4 While all the ſtars that round her burn, 
And all the planets, in their turn, 
Confirm the tidings as they roll, 

And ſpread the truth from pole to pole. 


5 What though in folemn ſilence all 
Move round the dark terreftrial ball ; 
What though nor real voice nor found 
Amidf their glitt'ring orbs be found; 

6 In reaſon's ear they all rejoice, | 
And utter forth a glorious veiee, 
Forever ſinging, as they ſhine, 
The hand that made us is divine. 
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PSALM XIX. (Second Verfion.) 


I 3 the morning ſun 
Begins his glorious way; 
His beams through all the nations run, 
And life and light convey. | 


2 But where the goſpel comes, 

It ſpreads diviner light; 

It calls dead ſinners from the tomb, 
And gives the blind their ſight. 


3 How perfect is thy word! 
And all thy judgments. juſt ! 
For ever ſure thy promiſe, Lord, 
In thee we ſafely truſt. 


4 My gracious God, how plain 
Are thy directions giv'n! 
O may I never read in vain, * 
But find the path to heav'n. 


PART II. 
1 HEAR thy word with love, 
And I would fain obey; 
Send thy good ſpirit from above, 
To guide me leſt I ſtray. 
2 O who can ever find 
I be errors of his ways! : 
Yet with a bold preſumptuous mind 
I would nof date tranſgreſs. 
| B 
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3 Warn me of ev'ry ſin; 


Forgive my ſecret faults ; 
And cleanſe this guilty ſoul of mine, 
Whoſe crimes exceed my thoughts, 


4 While with my heart and tongue 
I ſpread thy praiſe abroad; 

Accept the worſhip and the ſong, 
My Saviour and my God. 


PSA LM XXII. 


7 "HY has my God my ſoul forſook, 
Nor will a ſmile afford ? = 
(Thus David once in-anguiſh ſpoke, 
And thus our dying Lord.) 


2 Our fathers truſted in thy name, 
And great deliv'rance found; 
But I'm a worm, deſpis'd of men, 
And trodden to the ground. 


3 Shaking the head, they paſs me by, 
And laugh my ſoul to ſcorn: 
In vain he truſts in God, they cry, 
Neglected and forlorn. 


4 Why will my Father hide his face 
When foes ſtand threat'ning round, 
In the dark hour of deep diſtreſs, 
Where none to help is found, 


E 
5 For thou haſt been my hope and ftay, 
From earlieſt youth till now ; * 
O leave me not to death a prey; 
_ Thy. needful help beſtow. 


PART H. 


I YE, who fear the Lord, with praiſe 
| His gracious aid implore! 
Ye faithful ſeed, his glories raiſe, 
His ſacred name adore ! | 


2 I to my God will ſongs of praiſe 
Amid th' aſſembly firg; _ * 
My humbleſt vows on holy days, 
With pure devotion bring. 


3 Earth's fartheſt bounds to thee ſhall bow, 
The world thy love proclaim ; 
All nations thee, their God, ſhall know, 
And own thy ſacred name. 


4 The rich thine altar ſhall attend, 
And glad obedience pay : 
The poor to thee ſhall grateful bend, 
And thy commands obey. 


5 Theſe to ſucceeding ages all 
Iby righteouſneſs ſhall ſhow ; 
That thoſe to come on God may call, 
And all his wonders know. | 
BZ 


+ PSALM XXIIL 


1 1 Lord my paſture ſhall prepare, 
- And feed me with a ſhepherd's care; 
His preſence ſhall my wants ſupply, 

And guard me with a watchful eye: 
My noon-day walks he ſhall attend, 
And all my midnight hours defend. 


2 When in the ſultry glebe I faint, 
Or on the thirſty mountain pant; 
To fertile vales and dewy meads 
My weary wand'ring fteps he leads; 
Where peaceful rivers, ſoft and ſlow, 
Amid the verdant landſcape flow, 


3 Though in the paths of death T tread, 
With gloomy horrors overſpread, 
My ſtedfaſt heart ſhall fear no ill, 

For thou, O Lord, art with me ſtill : 
Thy friendly crook ſhall give me aid, 
And guide me through the dreadful ſhade, 


4 Though in a bare and rugged way, 
Through devious lonely wilds I ſtray, 
Thy bounty ſhall my pains beguile; 
The barren wilderneſs ſhall ſmile, 


| And ſtreams ſhall murmur all around. 
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With ſudden greens and herbage crown d. 


* 


(1 ) 
PSALM XXIII. (Second Ferfion.) 


1 T* E Lord, my ſhepherd and my guide, 
Will all my wants ſupply; 
In fafety I ſhall ſtill abide | 
Beneath his watchful eye. 
2 He brings my wand'ring ſpirit back, 
When I forſake his ways; 
And leads me, for his mercy's ſake, 
In paths of truth and grace. 
3 Though haſt'ning to the filent tomb, 
And death's dark fhades appear; 
Thy preſence, Lord, ſhall clear the gloom, 
And baniſh ev'ry fear. 
4 Thy conſtant bounties me ſurround, 
Thy grace no limit knows | 
My tavor'd head with joy is crown d, 
My cup with bleſſings ſlo vs. 
5 Thus ſhall the goodneſs of my God 
_ Attend me all my days; 
O may thine houſe be mine abode, 
And all my work be praiſe! 
PSALM XXIV. 
HE earth's the Lord's, to him belong 
All creatures it contains; 


His gracious care to all the world 
Extends, o'er which he reigns. 


5 1 
2 That holy hill, where God reſides, 
Whoſe feet to tread are free? 
Lord, who within thy ſacred place 
May ſtand, and worſhip thee ? 


0 
3 He, whoſe unſpotted hands no crime, 


Whoſe heart no ſtains defile ; 5 
Whoſe tongue blaſphemes not God, nor {wears « 
His neighbour to beguile. 


1 4 This is the worſhipper alone, 

Ei Whom God delights to blefs ; 
On whom he'll faithfully beſtow 
His promis'd happineſs, 


PSALM XXV. 
t F LIFT my foul to God, 
By +4 In him my truſt repoſe : 
| O let me not become a ſcorn, 
Nor triumph to my foes. 


2 Jo me thy truth impart, 

| | And lead me in thy way; 

For thou art he, that brings me help; 
On thee I walt all day. 


3 3 Thy mercics and thy love, 9 1 
O Lord, recall to mind. 
And graciouſly continue ſtill 

Compaſſionate and kind. 


, 
4 Into my youthful ſins 
No ſtrict enquiry make; 
Thoſe early faults, O Lord, forgive, 
For thy own mercy's ſake. 


Z PART II. 
I 7 HE juſt and gracious God 
Will erring ſouls inſtruct ; 
Their wand'ring ſteps to virtue's path 
He ſafely will conduct. 
2 The humble ſouls he'll guide, 
And teach the meek his way; | 
Kindneſs and truth expreſs to thoſe, 
Who his juſt laws obey. 


3 Who is that happy man, 

That fears the Lord above ? 
He'll ever lead him in the ways 
That he himſelf doth love. 

4 Poſſeſs'd with quiet thoughts, 

His ſoul ſhall dwell at eaſe ; 

His feed ſhall after him erer 
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PSALM XXVII. 
HE Lord, my Saviour, is my light; 
: What terrors can my ſoul affright ? 
While God my firength, my life, is near, 
What pow'rful arm ſhall make me fear? | 


r — 
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2 Should num'rous hoſts beſiege me round, | 
My ſtedfaſt heart no fear ſhall wound; 
Firm as a rock my hope ſhall ſtand, 
Suſtain'd by his almighty hand. 


3 Thou ſacred ſpring of all my joys, 
Whene'er I raiſe my plaintive voice, 
O let thy ſov'reign mercy hear, 
And anſwer all my humble prayer. 


4 Inftrut me, Lord, thy path to know, 
And, if with ſecret art ſome foe 
My doubting ſteps would turn aſide, 
Be thou my helper, and my guide. 


PSALM XXVIII. 
EAR me, O Lord, my ſure defence, 


When I thy ſuccours crave, 
Leſt I become like them, that lie 
Forgotten in the grave, 


2 O let not that ſad fate be mine, 
Which waits that ſinner's end; 

Who, whilſt all miſchief he e 
Speaks like the kindeſt friend. 


3 Bleſt be the Lord, who heard the prayers 


That in diſtreſs I made 
I truſted in his ſtrength, and found 
His kind and needful aid. 
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; Thoſe, that upon his power rely. 
God will protect and on; 
And his anointed ſave, whom he 

Has raiſed to his throne. 


PSALM XXXII. 


HAPPY men are they 
Whoſe fins are-cover'd o'er! 
Divinely bleft, to whom the Lord 
Imputes their guilt no more! 


g They mourn their follies paſt, 


And keep their hearts with care; 
Their lips and lives without deceit 


Shall prove their faith ſincere. 


3 While I conceal'd my guilt, 
No reſt my conſcience found; 


When I confefs'd my ſins to God, 


He clos'd the feſt'ring wound. 
4 Let ſinners learn to pray, 1 


Let ſaints keep near the throne; : 


Our help in time of deep diſtreſs 
Is found in God alone. 


+ PSALM XXXII. 


ET all the juſt with fervent joy. 
To God their cheerful voices raiſe; 


For well the righteous it becomes 


To join in grateful ſongs of praiſe. 
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2 Moſt faithful is the word of God; 
His works with truth and love abound; 
He juſtice loves, and all the earth 
Is with his fruitful goodneſs crown'd. 


3 By his almighty word at firſt 


The wond*rous arch of heav'n was rear d; | 
And all the glitt'ring lights above 
At his ſupreme command appear'd. 


4 Whate'er the mighty Lord decrees 
Shall ſtand for ever wiſe and ſure ; 
'The ſettled purpoſe of his will 
To endleſs Ages ſhall endure. / 


-4 PSALM XXXIV. * 


I 1 ROUGH all the changing ſcenes of life, 
In trouble and in joy, 5 
The praiſes of my God ſhall ſtill 
My heart and tongue employ. 


2 Of his deliv'rance I will boaſt, 
Till all that are diſtreſt 
From my example comfort take; 
And ſoothe their griefs to reſt. 


3 O magnify the Lord with me, 


With me exalt his name; 
When in diſtreſs to him I call'd, 
He to my reſcue came, 


1 23 5 

4 Fear him, ye juſt, and you will then 

Have nothing elſe to fear; 
Make you his ſervice your delight, 
He'll make your wants his care. 


PSALM XXXVI. 


IG H in the heav'ns, eternal God, 
Thy goodneſs in full glory ſhines; 


Thy truth ſhall break through ev'ry cloud, 


That veils and darkens thy deſigns. 


2 Thy juſtice like the hills remains, 
Unfathom'd depths thy judgments are; 
Thy providence the world fuſtains, 
The whole creation is thy care. 

3 Since of thy goodneſs all partake, 
With what aſſurance ſhould the juſt 
Thy ſhelt'ring wings their refuge make, 
And ſaints to thy proteRion truſt, 

4 With thee the ſprings of life remain, 

Thy preſence is eternal day; 

O let the good thy favour gain, 

To vpright hearts thy truth diſplay, 


+ PSALM XXXIX. 


iP EACH me the meaſure of my days, 


Thou maker of my frame! 
I would ſurvey lifg's narrow ſpace, - 
And learn how frail I am. 
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2 My days are but a ſpan, mine age, 
As nothing, 1s to thee; 
When man is in his beſt eſtate, 
He's only vanity, 
3 A ſhadow he purſues, but his 
Veknations real are; 
Gets wealth, but knows not who ſhall reap 
The profit of his care. 


4 What ſhould I wiſh, or wait for then, 


From creatures, earth and duft ? 
They make our expectations vain, 
And diſappoint our truſt. 


5 Let others fooliſhly expect 
How kind the world will prove, 
I'll ſeek to pleaſe my God, and be 
Ambitious of his love. 


PART u. 


\ OD of my life, look gently down, 
Behold the pain I feet ; 


But I am dumb before thy throne, 
Nor dare diſpute thy will. 


2 How weak, alas l we are, when God 


Doth man for ſin chaſtiſe; 
Like garments fretted by the moth, 
| His beauty ruin'd lies, 
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3 My mournful ſtate, O Lord, regard, 
And to my cry give ear; 

I am a ftranger here on earth, 

As all my fathers were. 


4 O ſpare awhile, my ſuff rings eaſe, | 
My failing ſtrength reſtore, - 
Ere death my fainting ſpirits ſeize, 
And I appear no more. 


PSALM XI. 
I I TARRIED in the houſe of prayer, 
To patient hope refign'd ; 


And God, in his paternal care, 
To hear my voice inclin'd, 


2 I, that in mifery was plung d, 
Surrounded with deſpair, 
Am ſafely plac'd above my fears, 
And firm my goings are. 
3 And now [I'll cheerful praiſes ſing 
| To God, who ſet me free; 


While this thy goodneſs doth 1 invite 
Others to truſt in thee. 


4 Thy wond'rous works and thoughts of lore 
To us ſo many are; 
If I would tell them, they exceed 
My thoughts and value far, 
| C 
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PART II. 


: HO can the wond'rous works relate, 
Which God for us hath wrought? 
The treaſures of his love exceed 
The powers of ſpeech and thought. 


2 No more the flocks and herds ſhall die, 
For ſinners to atone, 
Then lo, I come, I come, ſaid I, 
To give myſelf alone. 
3 O God, 'tis written in thy word, 
That I ſhould do thy will; 
I from my heart have all forſook 
That ſcripture to fulfil, 


4 Within thy courts I have made known 
How great thy mercies are; | 
Thuy truth and faithfulneſs, my tongue 

'To publiſh ſhall not ſpare. 


PSALM XII. 


1 T TAPPY the man, whoſe tender care 
Relieves the poor diſtreſt! 
When troubles to his lot ſhall fall, 
The Lord will give him reſt, 


2 His life, with num'rous bleſſings crown'd, 
In ſafety he'll prolong ; | 
And diſappoint the will of thoſe, 
Who ſcck ro do him wrong. 


„ Oy] : 
3 If e'er he languiſh, if in pain 
Or ſickneſs he ſhall lie, | 
The Lord will eaſy make his bed, 
And inward ſtrength ſupply. 


4 Let therefore God, our gracious Lord, 
From age to age be bleſt! 
Let all the people join in praiſe, 
With thankful hearts expreſt! 


PSALM XII. (Second Verfion.) 


I „ ages who with gen'rous pity glows, 
Who learns to feel another's woes; 


Who to the poor man's want gives ear, 
And wipes the helpleſs orphan's tear. 

2 In ev*ry want, in ev'ry woe, 
Himſelf thy pity, Lord, ſhall know; 


Thy care his life ſhall guard, thy hand 
To him ſhall give the promis'd land. 


3 When languid with diſeaſe and pain, «x. 


Thou, Lord, his ſpirit wilt ſuſtain ; 
Raiſe with thine arm his ſinking head, 


And ſmooth with tendereſt care his bed. 


4 © thankful bleſs th' almighty Lord, 
The God by Jacob's ſons ador'd; 
To him through endleſs ages raiſe 
One ſong of oft repeated praiſe, ' 

G2: 
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PSALM LXV. 4: £09 
THOU who hear'ſt our humble cry, 
Our God, our refuge, and our ſtay ; 


Jo thee ſhall 1 ſinners fly, 
To thee ſhall ev'ry nation pray. 


2 Though fin prevails with dreadful ſway, 
And hope almoſt expiring lies, 
In mercy hear us when we pray, 
And make our ſinking hopes ariſe, 


3 Happy the man approv'd by thee, 
Whoſe welfare is thy conſtant care; . 
Thy goodneſs he ſhall always ſee, 
The bounties of thy table ſhare. 


4 Eternal ſource of ev'ry joy, 
Whoſe goodneſs crowns the circling year, 
Well may thy praiſe our lips employ, 
While in thy temple we appear. 


PSALM LXXI. 


HY conſtant care, O God, did guard 3 
My tender infant days ; 
Thou took'ſt me from my mother's womb 
To ſing thy conſtant praiſe. 


2 And now, through life's bewild'ring ways, 4 
Thy hand ſupports me {till ; 

Thy honour therefore, and thy praile 

My mouth ſhall always fill. 


4 
3 Reject not then thy ſervant, Lord, 
When I with age decay; 
Forſake me not, when worn with years 
My ftrength ſhall fade away. 


4 Then joy ſhall fill my breaſt, and peaiſe 
Employ my cheerful voice; 
My thankful ſoul, by thee redeem'd, 
Shall in thy power rejoice. 


PSALM LXXXIV. 


I H“ pitaſant is thy dwelling place, 
O Lord of hoſts, to me! 
The tabernacles of thy grace, 
How pleaſant, Lord, to ſee! 


2 To tread thy courts my foul deſires; 
I thirſt for thine abode ; 
My fleſh cries out, my heart aſpires 
To thee, the living God, 


3 Before th' approaches of thy gate 
My ſoul doth long to dwell; 
In this thy houſe one day to wait 
A thouſand ſhall excel. 


4 Here, Lord, thy people's voice receive, 
Accept their humble prayer; | 
To us thy grace and glory give, 
To us incline thine ear. 
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PART II. | 
"LORD of hofts, my King and God, 
How truly bleſt are they, | 


Who to thy houſe with joy repair, 
And thankful worſhip pay! 


2 Secure and happy are all they, 
Whoſe ſtay and ſtrength thou art, 
Who in thy houſe delight to pray, 
And love thee from the heart. 
3 For God the Lord, our light and life, 
Will conſtant favour ſhew, 
And no good thing will he withhold 
From thoſe, who keep his law. 


40 Lord of hoſts, that man is bleſt, 
And happy ſhall he be, 
Whoſe heart has ſtedfaſtly refoly'd 
To truſt alone in thee, 


. 


! () GOD, our help in ages paſt, 
Our hope for years to come, 
Our ſhelter from the ſtormy blaſt, 


And our eternal home. 


2 Before the hills in order ſtood, 
Or earth receiv'd its frame, 
From everlaſting thou art God, 
To endleſs years the ſame. 


( 31 ) 
3 A thouſand ages in thy fight 


Are as an ev'ning gone; 
Short as the watch that ends the night, 
Before the riſing ſun. 


4 The buſy tribes of fleſh and blood, 
With all their cares and fears, 
Are carried downwards by the flood, 
And loſt in following years. 
5 Time, like an ever- rolling ſtream, 
Bears all its ſons away; 
They fly, forgotten as a dream 
Dies at the op'ning day. 
6 O God, our help in ages paſt, 
Our hope for years to come, 
Be thou our guard while life ſhall laſt, 
And our perpetual home. 


PSALM XC. (Second Venſion.) 


HOU turneſt man, O Lord, to duſt, 
From which he firſt was made ; 
And when thou ſpeak'ft the word return,“ 
Thuy voice muſt be obey d. : 
2 In youth we flouriſh, like the graſs 
Which feels the morning light, 
But falls beneath the mower's hand, 
And withers ere tis night. 


43 
3 So man is doom'd, by thy decree, 
His fleeting time to ſpend; * 
Our unregarded years are gone, 
Like tales that quickly end. 8 
| ( 


1 


4 Then teach us, Lord, th' uncertain ſum 
Of our ſhort days to ſcaan; 2 
This truth implant in all our hearts, 1 
« Our life is but a ſpan.” | 


; 
; 

1 
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| PSALM XCT. 1 


I 8 WEE is the work, O God, our King, 
To praiſe thy name, give thanks, and ſing; 
To ſhew thy love by morning light, | 
And talk of all thy truth by night. 4 


2 Sweet is the day of ſacred reſt, 
if No worldly cares ſhould ſeize our breaſt; 
| O may our hearts in tune be found, 
Like David's harp of ſolemn ſound ! 


3 Our hearts ſhall triumph in the Lord, 3 1 
And bleſs his works, and bleſs his word; 
Thy works of grace, how bright they ſhine! 
How deep thy counſels! how divine! 


4 O may we ſee, and hear, and know, 
What mortals cannot reach below; 
May all our powers find ſweet employ 
In thy eternal world of joy, 


nn 
PSALM c. 
! * E people all, on earth who dwell, | 
Sing to the Lord with cheerful voice! 

Serve him with fear! his mercies tell! 
Come ye before him and rejoice! 

2 For know, the Lord is God alone; 
Know that from him we all proceed; 


We are the flock he calls his own, 
The flock which he vouchſafes to feed. 


3 O enter then his gates with praiſe! 
Approach his courts with holy joy ! 
Your hearts with warm devotion raiſe ! 
Your tongues let thankful ſongs employ ! 


4 For God is gracious, juſt, and good, 
His mercy is for ever ſure: 


His truth, which always firmly ſtood, 
Io endleſs ages ſhall endure, | 


PS ALM c. (Second Ferfion.) 


EFORE Jehovah's awful throne, 
Ve nations bow with ſacred joy! 
Know that the Lord is God alone! 
He can create, he can deſtroy. 


2 His ſov'reign power, without our aid, 
Made us of clay, and form'd us men; 
And when, like wand'ring ſheep, we ſtray d, 
He brought us to his fold un. | 


(36-7 


3 We'll eroud thy gates with thankful ſongs, 


High as the heav*ns our voices raiſe ; 
And earth, with her ten thouſand tongues, 
Shall fill thy courts with ſounding praiſe, 


4 Wide as the world is thy command, 
Vaſt as eternity thy love; 
Firm as a rock thy truth muſt ſtand, 
When rolling years ſhall ceaſe to move. 


PSALM CII. 


\HROUGH endleſs years thou art the ſame, 


O thou eternal God! 
Ages to come ſhall know thy name, 
And tell thy works abroad. 


2 The ſtrong foundations of the earth 
Of old by thee were laid: 

By thee the beauteous arch of heav'n 
With wond'rous ſkill was made. 


3 Soon ſhall this goodly frame of things, 
Form'd by thy pow'rful hand, 
Be, like a veſture, laid aſide, 
And chang'd at thy command. 


4 But thy perfeRions, all divine, 


Eternal as thy days, 
Through everlaſting ages ſhine, 
With undiminiſh'd rays, 
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Fs ALM ein. 
1 M* ſoul, inſpir'd with ſacred love, 
God's holy name for ever bleſs ! 


Of all his favours mindful prove, 
With joyful voice thy thanks expreſs! 


2 For he alone thy {ins forgave, 
He fill'd thy mournful heart with joy; 
From danger he thy life did fave, 
He can reſtore, he can deſtroy. 


3 Wide aS the caſt lies from the weſt, 
He hath the ſinner's guilt remov'd; 
He, with a father's pitying breaſt, 
Hath ſuch as fear'd him always lov'd, 7 


For God, who all our frame ſurveys, 
Conſiders man a work of clay; 

He knows that all our fleeting days, 
Like graſs, or flowers, fade away, 


PSALM, CIV. 


M Y ſoul praiſe the Lord! his wonders proclaim! 

Thy greatneſs, O God, ſurpaſſeth all bound; 
Excelling in glory, how great is thy name! 
What majeſty awful thy throne doth ſurround! 


All creatures are thine; thou wilt them relieve - 
To each in due time thou ſendeſt their food; 
They gatter what bleſſings thy wiſdom ſhall give, 
When thou thy band aſt, they're filled with good. 


4 To bleſs cher, O God, all nations ſhall join, 


- Through life's remaining years, 


{3 3 
3 But when in thy wrath thou hideſt thy face, 
How trembleth the earth, all nature muſt mourn; 
When thou their breath takeſt, the whole human rac 
From duſt all created, to duſt ſhalt return. 


And with all their powers thy goodneſs ſhall praiſ 
While ſinners ſhall periſh, thy mercy divine, 
My ſoul to thankſgiving and triumph ſhall raiſe. 


PSALM CXVI. 


1 I LOVE the Lord, who heard my cries, 
And pity'd ev'ry groan ; 
Hence, while I !ive, when troubles riſe, 
I' ' ll haſten to his throne. 


2 I'll praife the Lord, who bow'd his ear, 
And chas'd my griets away: 
O let my heart no more deſpair, 
Nor let me ceaſe to pray. 


3 My God, I cry'd, thy ſervant fave, 
Thou ever good and juſt! _ 14 
Thy power can reſcue from the grave, 1 
Thy power is all my truſt, | c 


4 My God hath fav'd my foul from death, 
And dry'd my falling tears; 
Hence ll in praiſe employ my breath, 


6 


„ 
PSALM CxvIII. 


OY fills the dwelling of the juſt, 

Whom God hath ſav'd from harm; 
For wond'rous things are brought to paſs 
By his almighty arm, 


| 2 That, which the builders once refus'd, 
| Is now the corner-ſtone ; 
This is the wond'rous work of God, 
The work of God alone. 
3 This is the joyful day, O God, 
Which thou thyſelf haſt made; 
O may we all rejoice, and ſing 
Thy love to man diſplay'd ! 
4 Let all give thanks to God, the Lord, 
Whoſe mercies far extend ; 
And let the tribute of our praiſe 
Each day to heav'n aſcend, 


C 


"PSATM CL 
I He ſhall the young preſerve their ways 
From all pollution free ? 


« By making ſtill their courſe of life 
« With thy commands agree.“ 


2 How bleſt are they, who always keep 
The pure and perfet way! 
O ſuffer not my careleſs ſteps 
From thy right paths to ſtray ; 
D | 


„ 
3 But teach me, Lord, by thy juſt laws 
My future days to frame! 


Secur'd by theſe, my grateful ſoul 
Shall ever bleſs thy name. 


4 From trifling objects turn mine eyes, 
Which this vain world diſplays; 
And give thy ſervant power and ſtrength 
To ſerve thee all his days. 


5 While ſinners, ſlaves to each delight, 
In ſenſual pleaſures live, 
My foul ſhall never taſte of joys, 
But thoſe thy precepts give. 
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l PART II. 


My footſteps went aſtray ; 
But now my heart with zeal begins 
Thy precepts to obey, 


2 To me thy word ſhall be a lamp 
The way of truth to ſhew, 

A light to guide me in the path, 
'The path I ought to know. 


3 O may this ſacrifice of praiſe 
With thee acceptance find ! 
Thou in thy righteous judginents, Lord, 
Inſtruct my willing mind! 


ll, * FORE affliction ſtopp'd my courſc, 


03 


4 
4 vn make thy juſt and perfect laws 
My heritage and choice; 
For they, when other comforts fail, 
My drooping heart rejoice, 


PSALM CxXVIII. 

I OW bleſt the man, his God who fears, 
. His power adores, his law reveres ! 
Happy is he, ordain'd to ſhare 
His Maker's ever conſtant care, 


* 


2 He always fenc'd from want ſhall ſtand, 
And eat the labour of his hand ; 
The object of his tender love 
A ſource of happineſs ſhall prove. 
3 While, as the olive branches fair, 
Around his board his infant care 
Shall croud, and bid his heart o'erflow 
With joys, that only parents know. 
4 ie lives to ſee his houſe increaſe, 
And leaves the world 1n joy and peace; 
Such bleſſings, Lord, thou wilt provide 
For thoſe, who make thy laws their guide. 


PSALM CXXX. 
I 895 RD, from the pit of deep diſtreſs, 


To thee I make my moan ; 
To thee, when dangers round me preſs, 
J figh, ; On, and groan, 
D 2 


( 40 ) 
2 Hearken, my God, to my requeſt, 
Thy gracious ear inchne ; 


In pity on my wounded breaſt 
O ſhed thy balm divine, 


3 I know, if at thy righteous bar, 
All our miſdeeds were try'd, 

| The doom ſtrict juſtice muſt declare, 

No mortal might abide. 


41 But mercy, mercy dwells with thee ; 
l Unbounded is thy grace 
; Therefore fhall trembling Piety 

In hope approach thy face. 


| PSALM CXXXVI. 


1 E us all give thanks and fing 
| Praiſe to God our heav'nly King ; 
1 For his wiſdom made the ſky, 
'y p With the num'rous lights on high; 
And the earth, by his decree, 
Roſe above the boiſt'rous ſea ; 
For his bleſſings far extend, 
And his mercy has no end. 


2 He, by his all-powerful might, 

Fill'd the new- made world with light; 
He ordain'd the glorious ſun, 

All the day his courſe to run ; 


(41. 
And the moon to ſhine by night, 
With the ſtars of glitt'ring light; 
For his bleſſings far extend, 
And his mercy has no end. 


{ ; All his creatures God doth feed, 
His full hand ſupplies their nced 
Let us then with joyſul mind 
Bleſs the Lord for ever kind; 
Be the King of Kings ador'd ! 
All ye nations praiſe the Lord! 
For his bleſſings far extend, 
And his mercy has no end, 


PSALM CXXXIX, 


F LORD, thou haſt me ſearch'd, and known 

My rifing up and lying down; | 

My ſecret thoughts are known to thee, 
Known long before conceiv'd by me. 


2 Thine eye my bed and path ſurveys, 
My public walks and private ways : 
Surrounded by thy power I ſtand; 
On ev'ry fide I feel thy hand, 


3 Amazing knowledge, vaſt and great! 
What large extent! what lofty height! 
My ſoul, with all the powers J boaſt, 

1; in the boundleſs proſpect loſt, 
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4 O may theſe thoughts poſſeſs my breaſt, 


Where'cr I go, wherc'er I reſt! 
Nor let my weaker paſſions dare 
Conſent to fin, for God is there. 


PART II. 


: { NOULD I fo falſe, ſo faithleſs prove; 
| Jo quit thy ſervice and thy ov, 
Where, Lord, could T thine influence ſhun, 


Or whither from thy preſence run? 


2 If up to heav'n my courſe I hear, 
"I will be in vain, for thou art there; 
If down to hell my ſcet deſcend, 
"Thou ſtill my footſteps ſalt attend. 


3 Or if, on ſwiſteſt wings upborne, 
I ſeek the regions of the morn ; 

Or haſte beyond the weitern tide, 
Ev'n there thy hand ſhall be my guide, 


4 Or ſhould I try to ſhun thy fight. 
Beneath the darkeſt ſhade of night; 
The veil of night is no diſguiſe, . 

No ſcreen from thy all ſearching eyes. 


5 O may theſe thoughts poſſeſs my breaſt, 


Where'er I go, where'vr 1 rett! 
Nor let my weaker pallions dare 
Conſent to ſin, tor Oed eis thete. 


7 
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PSALM CXLV. 
I GOD, my King, thy various praiſe 
Shall fill the remnant of my days; 


Thou fhalt employ my heart and tongue, 
Till death and glory raiſe the ſong. 


Maker of all! lo ev 'ry eye 

_ Expects from thee its juſt ſupply : 
Their bread, proportion'd to the day, 
Thy open'd hands to all convey. 


22 


For this each paſſing hour ſnall bear 
Some thankful tribute to thine ear; 
And ev'ry ſetting ſun ſhall ſee | 
New works of duty done to thee, 


2 


4 But who can tell thy wond'rous deeds ! 
Iuhy greatneſs all our thoughts exceeds : 
Great and unſearchable thy ways : 
Great and immortal be thy praiſe! 


f 
UR life, our hope, on God depends; 
From him in heav'n all good diſtills: 


When he his op'ning hand extends, 
_ His plenty all creation fills. | 


2 The Lord is juſt in all his ways, 
Thro' all his works his goodneſs ſhines, 
To all, that offer prayer or praiſe, 
His ear of mercy he inclinc:. 


* 


1 


3 Still near to thoſe that on him call, 


If faith and truth direct their prayer, 
His power fulfils their wiſhes all, 
As ſtrong to ſave, as ſwift to hear. 


4 But tho?” on ſuch, as love his name, 
Theſe gifts of goodneſs he beſtows; 
Yet, know, the fruits of fin are ſhame ; 
Deſtruction falls on all his foes. 


5 Riſe then, my ſoul, and gladly praiſe 


The pow'r and juſtice of the Lord; 
While all that breathe their voices raiſe, 
And with the joyful ſong accord. 


PSALM CXLVI. 


1 ILL praiſe my Maker with my breath, 


- And, when my voice is loſt in death, 
Praiſe ſhall employ my nobler powers; 
My days of praiſe ſhall ne'er be paſt, 
While lite, while thought, while being laſt, 
Or immortality endures, 


2 Happy the man, whoſe hopes rely 


On Ifrael's God, He made the ſky, 
And earth, and ſeas, with all their train ; 

His truth for ever ſtands ſecure, 

He ſaves th” oppreſs'd, he feeds the poor, 

And none ſhall ſind his promiſe vain, 


„ ] 
3 The Lord to fight reſtores the blind, 
The Lord ſupports the finking mind ; 
He ſends the wounded conſcience peace? 
He helps the ſtranger in diſtreſs, 
The widow and the fatherleſs ; 
He grants the priſoner ſweet releaſe. 


4 VI praiſe my Maker with my breath, 
And, when my voice is loſt in death, 
Praiſe ſhall employ my nobler powers; 
My days of praiſe ſhall ne'er be paſt, 
While life, while thought, while being laſt, 

Or immortality endures. | 


PSALM CXLVIL 


PRAISE thy God, my ſoul! aloud 

Addreſs the Lord on high | 

Ober the wide heav'ns he ſpreads his cloud, 
And waters veil the ſky, 


2 He ſends his ſhow'rs of bleſſings down 
To cheer the plains below ; 

He makes the graſs the mountains crown, 
The corn in vallies grow. 


3 He gives to all his creatures meat; 
He hears the raven's cry: 
To man he gives the flour of wheat, 
Of life the due ſupply. 


4 
14 He guides the planets as they roll, 
'T heir courſe and order knows; 
In man, he heals th? afflicted ſoul, 
And all its wounds can cloſe. 


PSALM. CXLVIII. 


1 7 E boundleſs realms of joy 
To God your voices raiſe! 
Join all ye powers above, LT | t 
Jo ſing your Maker's praiſe ! | 
Let ev'ry voice 
2 | 
Declare his power, | | 
Fits name adore, 
And all rejoice, 


Jo bleſs his holy name, 
By whoſe almighty word | 
They all from nothing came. 
Let nature raiſe, 
From ev'ry tongue, 
A gen'ral ſong 
Ot grateful praiſe, 


I | 
2 Let ev'ry creature join 
! 


2 But from the human race 
Let nobler praiſes flow, 
And ev'ry thankful heart 
With warm devotion glow. 


CO. 
Your voices raiſe, 
Ye highly bleſt 
Above the reſt ! 
Proclaim his praiſe, 


PSALM- CL. 


P* AISE ve the Lord; let praiſe employ, 
Within his courts, your ſongs of joy ; 

The ſpacious iirmament around 

Shall echo back the joyful ſound. 


: Proclaim his works in ſongs divine; 
His wond'rous works how bright they ſhine; 
Pr him for his almighty deeds, 
Whoſe greatneſs all your praiſe excceds. 


+ Let all, that life and breath enjoy, 
In ſongs of praiſe their lips employ ; 
But chic!y you, who know his word, 
Adore, and love, and praiſe the Lord. 
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HYMN-1.: 
I Y God, how endleſs is thy love! 
Thy gifts are ev'ry ev'ning new, 
Each morn thy mercies from above 
Gently diſtil like early dew. 

2 Thou ſpread'ſt the curtain of the night, 
Great Guardian of my ſleeping hours; 
Thy ſov'reign word reſtores the light, 
And quickens all my drowſy pow'rs. 

3 I yield my pow'rs to thy command, 
Jo thee I confecrate my days; 
Perpetual bleſſings from thy hand 

Demand perpetual ſongs of praiſe. 


HY MN II. 
t „ ee my ſoul, and with the ſun, 
Thy daily courſe of duty run; 
Shake off dull ſloth, and early rite, 
To pay thy morning ſacrifice, 

2 Thy precious time, miſ-ſpent, redeem, 
Each preſent day thy lait eſleem; 
Improve thy talents with due care, 
And for the judgment-day prepare. 

3 Let all thy converſe be ſincere, 

Thy confcience as the noon-day clear ; 

For God's all-ſeeing eye ſurveys 

Thy ſecret thoughts, and all thy ways, 
FE 2 
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4 Lord, I my pray'rs to thee renew, 

Diſperſe my fins like morning dew ; 

Guard my firſt ſprings of thought and will, 
And with thy favour bleſs me ſtill. 


5 All praiſe to God, who ſafe hath. kept, 
And hath refreſh'd me while I ſlept ; 
Grant, Lord, that when from Death I wake, 
J may of endleſs life partake. 


HYMN III. 


11 ORD of my life, O may thy praiſe. 
Employ my nobleſt powers, | 
Whoſe goodneſs lengthens out my days, 
And fills the circling hours, 


Gy 


2 Preſerv'd by thy almighty arm, 
J paſs the ſhades of night, 

Serene and ſafe from ev'ry harm, 
And ſee returning light. 


3 O let the ſame almighty care 
My waking hours attend; 
From ev'ry danger, ev'ry ſnare, 
My heedleſs ſteps defend. 


4 Still bleſs my minutes as they roll, 
And guide my future days, 
And let thy goodneſs fill my foul 

With gratitude and praiſe, 


IE : {| 
_HYMN IV. 
1 FAYLORY to thee, my God, this night, 

For all the bleſſings of the light; 
Keep me, O keep me, Kang of kings, 
Under thy own almighty wings. 
2 Forgive me, Lord, for thy dear Son, 
The ill that I this day have done; | | 
That with the world, myſelf, and thee, 1 
I, ere I ſleep, at peace may be, 


3 Teach me to live, that I may dread 
The grave as little as my bed ; 
Teach me to die, that fo I may j 

With joy behold the judgment- day. 


4 © may my ſoul on thee repoſe, 
And with ſweet ſleep my eye-lids cloſe : 
Steep, Which may me more active make, 
To ſerve my God when I awake. 
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s Praiſe God, from whom all bleſſings flow, 
Praiſe him all creatures here below; 
Praiſe him above, ye Heav'nly Hoſt, $ 


Praiſe Father, Son, and Holy Ghoſt, j 

1 8 HYMN V. 1 
I V IT H one conſent let all the earth | 
The praiſe of God proclaim, 1 


Who ſent the Saviour, by whoſe birth 
To man falyation came, 
= 
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2 All nations join to magnify 
The great, the wondrous love 
Of Him, who left for us the ſky, 
And all the joys above. 


3 Bur vainly thus in ſongs of praiſe 
We bear a joyful part, 

If, while our voice aloud we raiſe, 
We lift not up the heart. 


4 We, by a holy life alone, - 
Our Saviour's laws fulfil ; 

By thoſe his glory beſt is ſhown, © 
Who beſt perform his will. 


5 May we to all his words attend, 
With humble pious care! 

Then ſhall our ſongs to heav'n aſcend, 
And find acceptance there. 


HYMN VI. 


I EHOLD the Prince of Life, 
| The choſen of the Lord, 
God's well-beloved Son tultfils 

The ſure prophetic word. 


2 Cloth'd with no pompous ſtate, 

He ſeeks no earthly throne; : 

By meekneſe, patience, truth and love 
His dignity is ſhown. 


G 
3 He comes the light of men, 
Elis dactrine life imparts ; ; N 
O may we feel its quick ning pow ; 
To purify our hearts. 


4 Cheer'd by its beams, our fouls 
Shall run the heav'nly way: 


The path, which Chriſt hath mark'd and trod, 


Will lead to endleſs day, 


5 Glory to God on high, 

And heav'nly peace on earth; 
Good-ill to men, which angels ſung, 

At our Redeemer's birth. 


HYMN VII. 


I 108 GOD, we praiſe thy wond'rous love, 
We bleſs our Saviour's name, 
Who, man's ſalvation to procure, 


| Deſpis'd reproach and ſhame. 


2 Through ſorrow and through death he TR d, 
Thy pleaſure to fulfil ; 
He magnify'd thy holy low; 
And finiſh'd all thy will. 


3 All we, ungrateful to thy love, 
Like ſheep had gone aſtray, 
From virtue's happy path we turn'd, 
And choſe the ſinne1's way. 
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4 But by our Shepherd now brought back, 
And with his favour bleſt, 
We're taught the ſafe, the happy road, 
That leads to joy and reſt, 


5 To God, the everlaſting King, 
Be endlets praiſes giv'n, 
Who ſent his Son on earth, to die, 
And make our peace with heav'n. 


_ HYMN VIII. | 
i FAHRIST the Lord is ris'n to-day, Hallelujah. 


Our triumphant Holiday, Hal. 
Who endur'd the croſs and grave, Hal. 
Sinners to redeem and fave. Hal. 


2 Death, no more we dread thy ſting! Hal. 


Sin ſubdu'd, we joyful ſing; Hal, 
Chriſt hath dy'd our ſouls to ſave; Hal. 
Where's thy victory, O grave! Hal. 
3 Glory be to God above; Hal. 


Praiſe him for his boundleſs love, Hal. 
Who hath rais'd his Son on high; Hal. 
All ſhall live, through him, that die. Hal. 


HYMN IX. 
J 33 be the everlaſting God, 
| The Father of our Lord, 
For ever be his mercy prais'd, 
His majeſty ador'd, 


%. 
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2 When from the dead he rais'd his Son, 
And call'd him to the ſky, 
He gave our ſouls à ſtedfaſt hope, 
That they ſhould never die. 


3 What though thy uncontrol'd decree 
Command us back to duſt, 
Yet, as the Lord our Saviour roſe, 
So all his followers muſt. 


4 We by thy power, O God, are Kept, 
Till our falvation come; | 
We walk by faith as ftrangers here, 
Till Chriſt ſhall call us home. 


HYMN X. 


1TH facred influence, Lord, we need, 
To form our hearts anew; 
O cleanſe our fouls from ev'ry ſin, 
And thy ſalvation ſhew. | 


2 Father of light! thy Spirit grant, 
Io guide our doubtful way; 
Thy truth ſhall baniſh ev'ry cloud, 
And make a glorious day. 


3 Supported by thy heav'nly aid, 
We may perform thy will, 
Thy grace ſhall make each burden light, 
And ev'ry murmur full. 
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4 Ny thee ſuſtain'd, we'll fearleſs tread 
The gloomy paths of death; 
And, in the hope of endleſs bliſs, 
Reſign to thee our breath, 


HYMN XI. 


- OY f HEN Chri$ our Lord a table ſpreads, : 


And heav*nly food prepares, 
Shall we ungrateful turn away, 
Engroſs'd with ſinful cares? 


2 Let vain purſuits, and vain deſires, 
Be baniſh'd from the heart; 
The Saviour's love fill ev'ry breaſt, 


| 


> And light and lite impart, 


{ 3 He knew how frail our nature is, 
Our ſouls how apt to ſtray, 
How much we need his gracious help, 
To keep us in the way. 


| 1 For theſe kind pledges of his love 
| His mercy did ordain ; 


To bring refreſhment to our ſouls, 
And faith and hope ſuſtain. 


5 Since ſuch his condeſcending grace, 
Let us with hearts fincere, 


Obedient to his holy will, 
His table now draw near. 


3 
6 And while we join to celebrate 
The ſuff'rings of our Lord, 
May we receive new ſtrength and power 
To keep his holy word. 


HYMN XII. 


| V THEN all thy mercies, O my God, 
My rifing ſoul ſurveys, 
Tranſported with the view, I'm loſt 
In wonder, love, and praiſe, 


2 Unnumber'd comforts on my ſoul 
Thy tender care beſtow'd, 
Before my tender heart conceiv'd 
From whence thoſe comforts flow'd. 


3 Thy care, O God, my life ſuſtain'd, 
And all my wants redreſt, 
When in the filent womb I lay, 
And hung upon the breaſt. 


When in the ſlipp'ry paths of youth 

With heedleſs ſteps I ran, | 
Thine arm unſcen convey'd me fafe, 
An led me up to man. 


When worn with ſickneſs, oft haſt thou 
With health renew'd wy face, 

And when with ſin and ſorrow preſt, 
Reviv'd my ſoul with grace. 


650) 


6 Through all eternity to thee 
A grateful ſong I'll raiſe; 

| But Ol eternity's too ſhort 

| To utter all thy praiſe, 


HYMN XIII. 

== OW are thy ſervants bleſt, O Lord, 
| How ſure 1s their defence! 

| Eternal wiſdom is their guide, 

Their help Omnipotence. 

2 In foreign realms and lands remote, 
Supported by thy care, - 


And breathe in tainted air, 


3 From all our griefs and troubles, Lord, 
Thy mercy ſet us free, 
Whilſt, in the confidence of pray'r, 
Our hearts were fix'd on thee. 
4 In midſt of dangers, fears, and death, 
Thy goodneſs we'll adore, 
And praiſe thee for thy mercies paſt, 
And humbly hope for more. 


HY MN XIV 
I M* God, permit me not to be 
A ſtranger to myſelf and thee; 
Midſt vain and worldly thoughts I mm 
e of the joys above. | 


Through burning climes they paſs unhurt, 
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z Why ſhould my ſoul thus fix on earth, 
Forgetful of its heav'nly birth? 
_ Why ſhould I cleare to things below, 
And from my Lord and Saviour go? 


3 Call me away from fleſh and ſenſe; 
One ſov*reign word can draw me hence; 9 

J would obey the voice divine, 
And all theſe empty things reſign. 


HYMN XV. 
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1 HEN thou, O Lord, ſbalt ſtand diſclos's | 
In majeſty ſevere, 4 

And fit in judgment on my ſoul, 
O how ſhall I appear! i | | 


2 If yet, while pardon may be found, 
And mercy may be ſought, 
My heart with inward horror ſhrinks, 
And trembles at the thought! 


3 But thou in mercy haſt declar'd, 
If we our ſins lament, 
The timely tribute of our tears 
Shall endleſs woe prevent, 


4 Then never ſhall my ſoul deſpair, 
A pardon to-procure, 
Who knows thy only Son has dy'd 
To make that pardon ſure, 
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HYMN XVI. 


5 of mercies! God of grace! 
Each perfect gift is thine; 

Through varions channels flow the ſtreams, 
The ſource is {till divine. 


Thy kindnels call'd us into life, 
And all the good we know ; 
Each preſent comfort, future hope, 


Thy liberal hands beſtow. 


The friends whoſe charity provides 
This refuge where to ſlee 

From want, from ignorance and vice, 
Were raiſed up by thee. 


To thee we owe the full ſupply, 
Which by their hands is giv'n: 

To make us vſefui here below, 
And train our ſouls fox heav'n. 


May health and peace attend them here, 
And every joy above; 


While we improve, with grateful hearts, 
The labour of their love. 
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A HYMN compoſed for the SUNDAY-SCHOOL | 
at KELVEDON. 
I ATHER of all! whole tender love, 
Whoſe bounty all thy creatures prove; 
We feel thy goodneſs, own thy power, 
Thy hand ſuſtains us every hour. 
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2 Supported by thy gracious care, 

Thy bleflings while we daily ſhare; 
Jur infant minds, which elſe would ſtray, 
Are early taught to know thy way. 


3 That happy day, which God hath bleſt, 
We paſs in prayer and holy reſt ; 
Cheerful we ſing our Maker's praiſe, 
And wiſh to ſerve him all our days. 


4 By Chriſt's example we are led, | 
The ſacred paths of truth to tread : 


— e- 


To ſhun the ſinner's dangerous way, 
_ To love our duty and obey. 
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| 5 Cheerful obedience-to his word, ' | 
Will preſent peace and hope afford, | 
And never-ending joys await, | 


The righteous in a future ſtate, 


CHORUS. : 
O may theſe early pions cares, 5 5 ö 


Appear in our ſucceeding years ; ö 
And every future action ſhew, | 
T he happy fruits of what ave know. \ | 
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HYMN XVIII. 


i P. RENT of good to thee we owe 
Whatever we enjoy; 
Our every bleſſing here below, 


Our hopes beyond the ſky. 


2 Ihe duties of our little ſphere, 
Aſſiſt us to fulfil ; 
And mark'd, let every aQ appear, 
With rev'rence for thy will. 


3 Contented with our humble ſtate 
We ll paſs our peaceful days; 
Seck te be good, inſtead of great, 
And live our Maker's praiſe. 


4 Stretch out, O Lord, thy willing hand, 
To guide our erring youth : 
And lead us to that bliſsful land, 
Where dwells eternal truth. 


CONGREGATION. 
Thou God of love, and mercy, hear 
Their artleſs ſongs, their fervent prayer; 
And with thy choiceſt favors bleſs, 
And own as thine this riſing race. 


Incline their hearts to learn thy will, 
Their opening minds with knowledge fill; 
Impreſs thine image on their breaſt, 


And guide them to eternal reſt, 


/ 
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HYMN XIX. 
FOR SUNDAY MORNING. 


EHOLD we come, O Lord, to thee, 
And bow before thy throne ; 
We come to offer on our knee, 
Our prayers to thee alone. 


2 But not our knee, or tongue can pay 
The mighty debt we owe; 
Far more is due, than we can ſay, 


Far lower ſhould we bow. 


3 For every bleſſing, which we ſhare, 
Thy goodneſs freely gave: 5 
Thou doſt us here, in mercy ſpare, 
And wilt hereafter ſave. | 


4 0 then, my ſoul, bring all thy pow'rs, 
And grieve, thou haſt no more; 
Bring every day, thy choiceſt hours, 

And thy great God adore, 


5 But chiefly on his own bleſt day, 
Prepare thy mind and heart ; 
With thoſe who hear, and praiſe, and pray, 
Jo bear its joyful part. N 
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HYMN XX. 


r F from theſe gloomy ſcenes of- night 
Unbounded glories riſe, 
And realms of endleſs joy and lighe 


Unknown to mortal eyes, 


2 No clouds thoſe bliſsful regions know, 
For ever bright and fair 
For fin, the cauſe of ev'ry woe, 
Can never enter there, 


3 There pain and fickneſs never come, 
And grief no more complains : 
Health triumphs in immortal bloom, 
And endlets pleaſure reigns. 


4 No darkneſs there is ever known 
'To need the ſun's faint ray: 
But glory, from the ſacred throne, 
Spreads everlaſting day. 


5 O! may the view of heav'n inſpire 
Our hearts with holy love; 

Jill wings of faith, and ſtrong deſire, 
Bear every thought above. 
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GLORIA PATRI, 


3 God, from whom all bleſſings flow, 
Praiſe him, all creatures here below; 

Praife him above, ye heav'nly hoſt, 

Praiſe Father, Son, and Holy Ghoſt, 


1 | 


To Father, Son, and Holy Ghoſt, 

The God, whom earth and heav'n adere, 
Be glory; as it was of old, 
Is now, and ſhall be evermore. 


To God the Father, Son, 
And Spirit ever bleſs'd, 

Eternal Three in One, 
All worſhip be addreſs'd: 


As heretofore 

It was, is now, 

And ſhall be ſo 
For evermorez; 
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B Page Tunes 
Before aſfliction ſtopp'd my | 33 St. Ann's. 
Before Jehovah's awful 33 | Iſlington. 
Behold the morning ſun - 13 | Eagle Street new. 
Bleſt is the man, whoſe 5 | Iſlington. 
Bleſt, who with gen'rous 27 Evening Hymn. 
=. oy | 
Could I fo falſe, ſo faithleſs | 42 | Angels. 
G | 
God is my portion, all my 10 | * Chelſea. 
God of my life, look gently 24 | Univerſity. 
1 
Happy the man, whoſe 26 | * Chelſea. 
EY | || ( Handel's or 
Hear me, O Lord, my ſure 20 | j Gainſborough 
Hig in the heav'ns, eternal | 23 | Angels. | 
How ſhall the young 37 | Crowle, 
How bleſt the man, his God | 39 | Derby. 
How long ſhall J complain, g Darwent. i 


How pleaſant is thy dwelling | 29 | Bedford, 
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I hear thy word with love, | 13 Wirkſworth. 
Il lift my ſoul to God, 18 | + Plaintive. | 
I'll praiſe my Maker with 44 | Carey's or Jennings's4 | 
I love the Lord, who heard |} 36 | Iriſh or Grove Houle, 
I tarried in the houſe of 25 | George's. 
Joy fills the dwellings of the | 37 | New York, 

L 


Let all the juſt with fervent | 21 | Old 100. 
Let us all give thanks, and | 40 | Eaſter Hymns 
Lord, hear the voice of my 7 | Bexley. 


Lord, thou wilt hear me, 6 | New York. 
Lord, who's the happy man | 10 Stroud, 
my from the Fon of | 39 | 
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The ſame as Oxford Tune in Addington's Collection, omit- 
ting the two laſt bars. 
+ Called Maunt Ephraim Chapel, by AS, 
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1 
My foul, inſpir'd with ſacred 
My ſoul, praife the Lord 

* 


No change of times ſhall ever 


98 
O God, my King, thy various 
O God, our help in ages paſt, 


O happy men are they 


O Lord ot kuſts, my King 

O Lord, thou haſt me ſecar-h'd 
O Lord, how many are my 
O praiſe thy God, muy ſoul, 
O Thou, to whom all 

O Thou, who hear'ſt our 
Our liſc, our hope, 


O ye who ſear the Lord, with | 
( 


P 
Praiſe ye the Lord, let praiſe 
8 
Sweet is the work, O God 
T 
Teach me the meaſure of my 
The earth's the Lord's to 
The j uſt and gracious God 
The Lord, my Saviour, is 
The Lord my paſture ſha! 
The Lord, my ſhepherd and 
The ſpaciuus firmament on 
Thou tu: neſt man, O Lord, 
Through all the charging 
Thro' endleſs years thou art 
Thy conſtant care, O God, 
'To celebrate thy praiſe, 
| M's | 
Who can the wond'rous 
Why has my God my ſoul 
Y 
Ye boundleſs realms of joy, 
Ye people all, on earth who 
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Rothwell. 
Old 104. 
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Rothwell. 
Althrope. 
+ Plaintive. 


Norwich or David's. 
Magdalen tune to 51ft Pf. 


Angels. 
Abington. 
Aſhley. 


Magdalen tune to 51ſt Pf, 
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{ Randall's. 


Derby. 


Walſal. 

St. David's. 
Falcon Street. 
10:ngton. 
Carcy's. 
Cambridge new. 
Ancaſter. :?F 777 
Windſ.r. 
Ir:th, 

2:ndel's, 
James's. 
Cambridge new, 


George's. 
Walſal. 


St. Edward's. 
Old 1co, 


Morning. 


Chtiſtmas. 


R ſurrection. 


Tan c. 


Lvening. 


Morning. 


Morning 
or Evening 


Gocd Friday. 
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A Page Tunes 


Awake, my ſoul, 
P<hold the Prince 
Bleſt be the everlaſting 
Behold we come, 


Chriſt the Lord 


F 
Far from theſe 
Father of merciesf! 
Father of all! 
"EE 
Glory to thee, my God, 
H 


Ho are thy ſcrvants 


Whitſunday, 


Gratitude. 
Sacrament. 
future 
judgment. 


Chriſtmas, 


; 


L 


Lord of my lite, 


M | 


My God, how endleſg | 


My God, permit me 
0 0 


O God, we praiſe 

| P 
Parent of gocd! 
P 
Thy ſacred influence 
When all thy mercies, 
When Chriſt our Lord 


When thou, O Lord, 


With one conſent 
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Derby. 
Eagle Street new. 
Aſhley. | 


Eaſter Hymn. 


Evening Hymn. 


[New York. 


[New York, 


Rothwell. 
Randall's, 


Magdl. tune to _ 
Hy.onGratitude ' 


Iriſh. | 


Ahley. 
* Chelſea, 


Univerſity. 


George's, 


2 1 


Frind by BVE ad Law, K. Fobn's use, Cierken Ry 


— — 


— 
— — 5p 


„ 


——m—— — 


e 
n 
WY 2 


